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contentton of the tm [morn Houfes, 

£«.Oh Henry, reuerfe the doomc of gentle Suffolkes batii(H« 

JCriZ. Vngentle Queene to call him gentle Suffolk;, 

Speake not for him, for in England he (hall net reft. 

If 1 fay ,1 may relent, but if I fweare,it is irreuocablc. 

Come good Warwick ;, and go thou in with me. 

For I haue great matters to impart to thee. 

Exit King audlVarwicke,Manet ffu.and Suffolk;. 

Queene. Hell fire and vengeance go along with you. 

There’s two of y ou,the diuell make the third. 

Fie womanifh man,cand thou not curfe thy enemies ? 

Sttff'A plague vpon them, wherefore (hould 1 curfc thcm£ 
Could curfes kill as do the Mandrakes grones, 

I would inuent as many bitter termes, 

Deliuered ftrongly through my fixed teeth. 

With twice fo many fignes of deadly hate. 

As leane fac’d enuy in her loathfome caue. 

My tongue (hould ftumble in mine earneft words. 

Mine eyes {hould fparkle like the beaten flint. 

My haire be fixt on end,as one didraught. 

And euery ioynt (hould feeme to curie and ban. 

And now me-thinkes my burthened heart would breake. 
Should I not curfe them.Poifon be their drinke. 

Gall worfe then galljthe daintieft thing they tafte. 

Their fweeteft (hade a groue of Cypreflfe trees. 

Their fofteft touch as fmart as lyzards dings. 

Their muficke frightfull.like the ferpentshifle. 

And boding fcritch owles make the confortlull. 

All the foule terrors in darke feated hell. e 

Enough fweete Suffolk;, thou torments thy felte. 

Suff. You bad me ban, and w ill you bid me ceafe r 
Mow by this ground that I am baniftu from. 

Well could I curfe away a winters night. 

And (landing naked on aMountaine top. 

Where byting cold would neuer let grade grow* 

And thinkc it but a minute (pent in fport, ^ 
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Yorkeaxd Lanc&fler. 

Queene . No more.Sweete Suffolk •; hie thee hence to trance. 
Or Hue where thou wilt within this worlds globe, 
lie haue an Irifh that (halt finde thee out. 

And long thou (halt not day, but ilehaue thee repeald. 

Or venter to be baniflied my felfe. 

Oh let this kifle be printed in thy hand, 

That when thou feed it, thou maift thinkc on me. 

Away I fay, that I may feele my griefe. 

For it is nothing whilft thou (landed; heere. 

Suffolk ;. Thus is pooie Suffolk; ten times banilhed. 

Once by the King , but three times thrice by thee. 

Enter Vawfe. 

Queene. Wow now, whither goes Vawfe fo fad? 

Vawfe. To fignifie vnto his Maiedy, 

That CztA\m\\Bewford is at point of death. 

Sometimes heraues and cries as he were mad. 

Sometimes he cals vpon Duke Humfrtet Ghod, 

And whifpers to his Pillow as to him, 

And fometimes he cals to fpeake vnto the King, 

And I am going to certifie vnto his Grace, 

That euen now hecald aloud for him. 

Queene. Go then good Vawfe and certifie the King. 

Exit Vawfe* 

Oh what is worldly pompe,all men mud die. 

And woe am I for Bewfords heauy end. 

But why mourne I for him,whild thou art heere ? 

Swecte Suffolk; hie thee hence to France, 

For if the King do come, thou fure mud die. 

Suff, had if I go I cannot liuc : but heere to die. 

What were it elfe,but like a pleafant (lumber in thy lap? 

Heere could I breathe my foule into the ayre, 
as milde and gentle as the new borne babe. 

That dies with mothers dug betweene his lips, 

VVhere from my fight I (hould be raging madde, 
and call for thee to clofe mine eyes. 

Or with thy lips to dop my dying foule. 

That I might breathe it foimo thy body, 
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